AN  AMERICAN  IN   THE  MAKIISTG
answered with great shouts of laughter and called me "greeny." Only once I managed to draw a young gentleman out of his reserve. "A doctor!" he sneered. "Lord! no. Who on earth wants to go to school half his life and then fool around sick people for the rest of it? Not me. I am going to high school because mother is silly and because I ain't old enough yet to get my working-papers. But just you wait until next year, and see how quick I chuck it and go to business." This was a tremendous revelation. How any one with the chance of becoming a doctor could dream of wanting to do something else was something I could not get through my head at all. Oh, if only I had their lueJc!
With my royal ambition constantly before me, find the demands of my business, learning English -was becoming a necessity. I felt, besides, that going on living in America without knowing the American's language was stupid. But the EjasLSidfi^c^eredl few facilities and plenty of hindrances for the study. The 'abominations of English orthography I mastered early enough, so that I could spell hundreds of words witliout knowing their meaning. But the practical use of the language was another matter. A greenhorn on Biviiig-ton Street did not dare open his mouth in English unless he wanted to bring down upon himself a whole torrent of ridicule and critical assistance. The mere fact tliat he had arrived in America a week later than a fellow-alien seemed to justify the assumption that he knew less of the language, and East Side etiquette demanded
102w-ka of books that they always carriwl around with Uittn? 1 tried to draw them into talk in an effort to find out \ and                      "<
